>"Alright, seventeen damage," Lincoln mumbles, adjusting the archer's HP. "Ok, Luna, your turn."
>"It's a...a move action to activate my song, right?" the sister asks, checking her character sheet. "I don't get sucker punched by the bloke in front of me, right?"
>"You're good. You gonna do that?"
>"Yep. Tantrum activates his raging song, givin' everyone within, uh..."
>Luna squints at her handwriting.
>"Thirty feet of me a buff to their strength and constitution. Then I bash the wanker's head in."
>Luna makes her rolls her, Lincoln adjusts the target's health, then shifts his attention to...
>"Go ahead, Luan."
>"I'm still grappling that guy, right?"
>Lincoln nods.
>Luan stands up and strikes a pose.
>"I, Strrronius Perditus Gaius Maximus, the Guru of Grrrappling-"
>She's trilling her Rs again.
>"Luan-" Lincoln tries to interrupt.
>"The Prrrince of Pinning-"
>"Luan-"
>"The Maestrrro of Manhandling-"
>"Luan!"
>The comedienne huffs in exasperation, plopping down onto her chair and picking up her die.
>"Ugh, fine. I roll to pin."
>Pouting a little, she flicks her dice across the table, having to stand back up to see her results.
>"...Thirty-two."
>Lincoln checks his notes, then nods.
>"He's down. Roll damage."
>"Yes! Maximus hefts up his unlucky opponent, chokeslamming the poor guy to the grrround. He hunches down onto the grrrounded foe, wrrrapping his gnarled, calloused hands arrround his temples, lifting up hes head before crashing it back down onto the deck!"
>At least she's into the game.
>Luan rolls her damage, and Lincoln jots it down.
>"And he's dead."
>Luan whoops, receiving a congratulatory punch in the arm from Luna.
>Up next is...
>"Lori? Your turn."
>Lori's chatting with Bobby beside her.
>As grateful as Lincoln is for Bobby helping him make this game possible, it's starting to wear thin getting his sister's attention.

>Lincoln motions for Bobby's attention.
>"Sup little boss man?" the older male asks with a relaxed smile.
>"It's Lori's turn."
>Bobby nods, then turns back to his girlfriend.
>"Babe, your turn."
>Lori blinks in confusion, then starts in surprise.
>"Oh right! This dumb game!"
>The two pour over her sheet for a second.
>Lincoln taps the table impatiently.
>"I hide our sweet, precious Olivia near a barrel, then follow captain Roberto in jumping across to the other ship, joining him in the fight."
>"Do you make an attack?"
>Lori looks to Bobby, who nods.
>"Yes. I attack..."
>She taps a little toy figurine with her finger.
>"This guy, with my, uh..."
>"Crossbow," Bobby mutters aside.
>"Crossbow."
>Lori makes her roll, curses at her miss, and Lincoln checks the list.
>Last is...
>"Leni? Go ahead."
>Looking over, the young DM watches his sister stare hard at her character sheet, switching between it and the little pocket book she's been writing with.
>He leans over, tapping her wrist.
>She squeaks, jerking back.
>"Your turn. You know what you're doing?"
>Leni glances down at her notes again, rereading for the umpteenth time what her stats and weapons are.
>She sheepishly looks at Lori.
>"Lori, what should I do?" she whispers.
>Her sister ignores her, too engrossed in her roleplaying with Bobby.
>Dejected, Leni turns back to her brother.
>"I'm sorry, Lincoln...I'm not sure what I should do here."
>Sighing, Lincoln takes off the adorable wizard's hat she made him, running his hand through his white hair.
>He clears his throat when he sees that she actually looks downtrodden.
>"It's alright Leni," he says, patting her hand. "Let me see your sheet again."
>Taking her notes, Lincoln quickly skims over her neat handwriting.
>"Ok, you're a gunslinger, you have proficiency with cannons, and...Ok, you want a hint?"
>The older Loud nods eagerly.
>"Your ship is starting to get overrun by pirates. Use the cannon to soften them up for the others."

>Leni stands up, emulating Luan's earlier antics.
>"I, uh, I go to the cannon," she starts, plucking her figure from the table and placing it next to the cannon.
>"I-I-I take aim!"
>Lincoln looks at her expectantly.
>"At...?"
>Leni frantically scans the table for a target.
>"This guy?" she asks, stabbing a figure, standing alone on the bow of the pirate ship.
>"Sure. Roll to hit."
>Leni picks up her die, tossing it haphazardly across the wood.
>"Leni, that's a D12."
>"Oh! S-sorry! Um...this one?"
>"Yep, try again."
>Rolling the die, she watches with fear and excitement as it tumbles to a stop.
>"Nineteen?"
>The DM checks his sheets.
>"It hits. Roll damage."
>Another moment of fumbling for the right die passes, and Leni rolls her damage, counting twice to make sure it's right.
>"Twenty-two."
>Lincoln jots down the numbers behind his screen.
>"...You got him. Huh."
>Leni hops in excitement.
>"I-I got one! I got a guy! Lori, did you see that?"
>Lori, with her back fully turned, waved her arm behind her.
>"Yeah, sure, it was great. Now Bobby, I'm thinking after we get to port, we take Oliver to-"
>"A blah bah poo buh!"
>The baby monitor crackles.
>"Guess Lily wants a snack," Luan says, standing up. "It's not my turn for a while, right?
>Lincoln nods, waving her out.
>"Back in a second, don't sail off without me," she calls, jogging upstairs.

>The game continues running somewhat smoothly.
>Luna starts belting out a deep-voiced rhythmic chanting, evoking her druidic ancestor to inspire her comrades to slay the pirates.
>Lincoln takes over Luan's character while she's gone, and uses her bulk to tackle someone and throw him down the stairs belowdeck.
>Lori and Bobby work in sync, covering each other as they sing out war poetry.
>Leni silently maintains her previous action, reloading the lone cannon and taking potshots at lone pirates.
>It's a good system, and everyone's enjoying themselves.
>Until...
>"I fire!" Leni shouts, already flicking her die.
>"Click," Lincoln replies coolly, "you're out of ammo."
>Leni was dumbstruck.
>"Ammo? Wh-I didn't know there was ammo!"
>"There's ammo, Leni," the DM says back. "Tell you what, roll perception."
>Leni looks down at her sheet, then rolls her die again.
>She does the math slowly in her head, carefully.
>"Twenty...two?"
>"You find enough nails, screws and scrap metal close by to constitute an improvised round."
>Leni stares at him.
>"You got a shot. Tell me what you rolled before, and take five off."
>Leni sits down, her hand on her chin.
>"That was, um...take five...nineteen?"
>"That hits. Roll damage."
>Leni rolls, and the game proceeds.
>Luan can be heard playing with Lily through the baby monitor.
>Eventually, Leni's turn comes up again.

>"I reload the cannon, aim at, uh, t-that guy, and fire!" Leni sputters, her excitement getting the better of her.
>"Click," Lincoln replies. "Out of cannonballs, remember?"
>"R-right, yeah. Um..."
>Leni thinks for a second before inspiration hit her.
>"Look! I, heh, make a look check!"
>"Perception."
>"That, that!"
>Leni rolls her die, scanning her sheets for her modifier.
>"Twenty-five?"
>Lincoln flicks over his notes, thinking to himself.
>"You find...hmm, a bunch of chain. Eh, five feet of the stuff."
>"Can I put that in the cannon?" Leni asks, her eyes almost sparking with wonder.
>"Yes, but at minus f-"
>"I put five chains in and shoot the guy!" Leni rushes, her die rolling before she finishes.
>She hits, Lincoln tallies the damage, knocks off a couple more figures, and the game continues.
>Leni's turn comes back quicker than she expected.
>But she's ready this time.
>"Perfection to find stuff! Er, perception."
>Blushing slightly at the flub, Leni rolls her check.
>She winces.
>"S...Seven?"
>Lincoln sadly shakes his head.
>"Sorry, you find nothing."
>Leni reads her notes yet again, flipping through pages of immaculate cursive as is her life depended on it.
>"Uh, uh, L-lori!"
>Quickly giving up, she turns to her sister for advice.
>"Lori, what do I do?!"
>Lori turns around to glare at her.
>"Leni, you can figure something out, stop worrying."
>Leni starts to panic, looking to Luna for console.
>When Luna shrugs, she stares down at the table, desperately trying to come up with something.
>Think, Leni.
>Anything.
>Think!
>"Leni, it's Ok," Lincoln whispers, adjusting his sparkly, adorable hat. "You can just skip this turn, there's nothing to freak out a-"
>"Habba poo poo buh."
>"Lily stop, haha! T-that tickles, a heheheh!"
>Luan and Lily could be heard playing through the baby monitor.

>Luan and Lily playing upstairs.
>In Leni's head, the wheels start to turn.
>Lily and Luan playing.
>The wheels trundle along.
>Leni furrows her brow, struggling to think over Luna's hollering and Lori and Bobby's flirting.
>Lily...and Luan.
>The wheels start to accelerate.
>Lily...is a baby.
>Lori...Lori mentioned having a baby with Bobby in the g-
>"THE BABY!" Leni yells, almost shrieking, startling Lincoln.
>"What?! L-Lily?! Is she Ok?" He asks, struggling to understand the cause of the outburst.
>"Where's the baby?!" Leni demands, grabbing her brother by the shoulders.
>She's breathing hard, her hair's askew.
>The wheel's are spinning out of control.
>"Uh, w-what," Lincoln stutters, glancing at Lori.
>"Where is it?! Is it close by?"
>Leni hands are shaking.
>Lincoln can feel how hard she's gripping his arms.
>"...Y-yes," he says, looking her straight in the face, more than a little frightened at this change in mood. "She's ten feet away, behind a b-"
>"I grab the baby!" Leni yells, shoving Lincoln back and grabbing her d20.
>"W-what? Why would...you...want to..."
>It dawns on Lincoln.
>He looks over at Lori.
>She's still flirting with Bobby.
>"Leni," he whispers hotly. "I don't think this is a good i-"
>"Do I grab the baby?" Leni snaps, her fist clenched around her die.
>Lincoln looks at Lori again, then at Leni.
>He takes a deep breath.
>"...Yes."
>Leni's eyes are furrowed, her mouth a straight, focused line.
>"Can I stick it in the cannon."
>At this point, Bobby glances over curiously at the two bickering siblings.
>What are they arguing about?
>The colour drains from the DM's face.
>His mouth runs dry.
>"...Y-yes."

>Bobby leans in a little closer, momentarily ignoring Lori's come-ons.
>Leni's face lights up.
>"I stick the baby in the cannon-"
>Bobby's face falls flat.
>"-And I aim at the, uh...th-the captain! And-"
>Bobby starts tapping Lori's shoulder, trying to get her attention.
>"B-Babe?" he stutters, cold fear running in his veins. "You might want to weigh in on th-"
>"I fire the baby!" Leni yells triumphantly, rolling the die.
>Aside from Lori's blabbing, the entire table goes deathly silent.
>The d20 bounces loudly, plastic clashing with wood as fate decides baby Oliver's fate.
>Lincoln silently prays for a natural 1.
>Bobby prays for mercy from the storm to come.
>Luna prays she can give Leni a head start.
>Eventually, the plastic bobble settles to a stop.
>Lincoln, Leni, Luna and Bobby lean in, their breaths held.
>20.
>Lincoln swears under his breath.
>Luna swallows drily.
>Bobby has his eyes locked on Lori.
>Leni's face is beaming, the math already done.
>"Thirty-three!" She gloats, then gasping.
>"Wait, that's a twenty! That means I, um...I get to roll again for more damage?"
>"More damage for what?" Lori asks, her attention finally pulled to the table.
>"Babe, listen," Bobby sputters, putting a hand on her shoulder. "It's...it's not as bad as you th-"
>Lori's eyes narrow, already sniffing the suspicion in the air.
>"What's going on?"
>She looks at Lincoln.
>"Did you spring a trap?"
>"Lincoln, I rolled a nineteen. Does...thirty-two hit the captain?" Leni gushes, practically vibrating in her seat.
>"I thought you were out of ammo," Lori interrupts. "Bobby, what's happening?"
>Bobby turns away, too frightened to look his partner in the eye.
>Lori stares blankly.
>You can hear the gears slowly turn in her head.
>Tick.
>Tick.
>Tic-
>Her mouth drops open.
>She stares dumbly at Leni.
>"You...you didn't," she hisses.

>The room remains silent.
>All eyes lie on a horribly sweating, morbidly terrified little boy.
>Wearing just the cutest little wizard hat.
>"Lincoln? Does it hit?" Leni asks again, watching him closely.
>Lincoln's mouth opens.
>Then closes.
>He tries to swallow.
>He fails.
>He makes a point of avoiding Lori's gaze.
>He can feel the room heating up.
>His chin trembles again.
>Lincoln can see Bobby, in the corner of his eye.
>He's desperately shaking his head, begging the young DM to reconsider, to veto, anything.
>"Don't do this," he mouths out.
>Lincoln takes a breath.
>He lowers his head.
>"...Yes," he mumbles, his voice barely above a whisper.
>With a giddy shriek, Leni borrows some of Luna's die and rolls her critical damage, counting the numbers out loud.
>Luna's halfway out of her seat, her eyes firmly locked onto Lori.
>Lori looks...calm?
>Her eyes are focused past the wall, straight ahead of her.
>She's swaying softly, as if against an imaginary breeze.
>Aside from the odd facial twitch, she almost looks like she's daydreaming.
>"My baby," she mumbles.
>For the first time in several minutes, she blinks.
>"My...my baby," she repeats.
>She slowly turns her head to her little sister.
>Leni's busy gushing over how great this game is to a very pale Lincoln, completely oblivious to the oncoming storm.
>Lincoln's hand on her chin and a swift twist of his wrist shut her up.
>Locking eyes with her big sister, Leni realizes, right down to the sheer, minute detail, the ramifications of her actions.
>Leni takes a frightened step towards the stairs, already hunching over, trying to make herself smaller.
>"L-L-L-Lori," the innocent Loud whimpered. "I-I-I-I didn't m-m-mean to-"
>"You," Lori said, her voice completely flat and devoid of emotion. "Shot my baby."
>A single tear rolls down her eye.
>"Out of a cannon."
>Leni's arms can't stop trembling now.
>Never have the need to hide and use the bathroom been such close bedfellows.

>The basement door opens, and footsteps can be heard coming down.
>"Hey guys, sorry I flaked like that, what did I-"
>Luan stops halfway down.
>Takes one look at the scene playing out before her.
>And spins on her heel and power walks right back upstairs.
>"You killed my baby," Lori repeats.
>At first glance, one would think that Lori was perfectly calm about it.
>But then one would start to notice the signs.
>The posture of her legs, her knees pointed directly at Leni.
>Her left hand is delicately laid at the edge of the table, ready to brace for a hard push in an instant.
>Her eyes, though staring through her like looking through a window, are locked onto Leni.
>Locked onto her throat.
>Lori takes a calm, measured, deliberate breath.
>And with a bloodcurdling shriek, pushes off against the table, lunging at her sister.
>Luna intercepts her, throwing her shoulder to block the charge.
>Bobby quickly follows up, grabbing her from behind and putting her into a full nelson.
>"MY BABY!" Lori roars, thrashing and spitting violently to break free, desperate to avenge her progeny.
>"LINC, GET HER OUT OF HERE!" Luna and Bobby shout, struggling desperately to hold her back.
>Lincoln doesn't have to be told twice, already dragging Leni up the stairs as fast as he can.

>Lincoln shoves Leni into the kitchen, slamming the door behind him.
>Lori's screaming can be heard clearly, despite the thick wood blocking her.
>Luna and Bobby can be heard shouting back, trying to get some sense back into the berserking woman.
>"Leni," Lincoln whispers, bracing his back against the door just in case. "Go hide in my room. Under the bed. Right now."
>"But-"
>"Right now, Leni!" Lincoln hisses, rushing to the dining room to grab a chair.
>"B-but Lincoln-" Leni says, trying to get a word in.
>"What, Leni?!" Lincoln snaps, wedging the chair under the door knob. "What do you wa-"
>He blocked the door not a moment too soon.
>With a deafening bellow and panicked shouting from three different voices, footsteps can be hurt barreling up the stairs.
>The door almost tears off its hinges from the impact, the chair the only barrier between the monstrosity behind it and the two cowering siblings.
>"Leni, please, this can wait!" he begs. "I don't want her to k-"
>"Did I hit?"
>Lincoln freezes at the question.
>"W-what?"
>"Did I hit?" Leni repeats, looking at him expectantly. "You never answered."
>Lincoln stares at her.
>Leni stares back.
>Lincoln glances at the door bouncing against the chair and the vicious snarling behind it.
>Lincoln sighs.
>"...Although the captain will recover physically from his injuries, his mind will...remain in tatters for the remainder of his days."
>Leni smiles at the answer.
>"Thank you Lin-"
>"HURAARGH!"
>*SKRAKT*
>Lori's fist breaks through the door, her manicured blue nails clawing inches from Leni's face.
>Luna and Bobby could be heard trying to wrestle her away from the stairs.
>Leni looks down at Lincoln.
>Then runs out of the kitchen.
>And up the stairs.
>She hears one last hysterical, gibbering shriek before slamming Lincoln's bedroom door behind her.

>Leni doesn't acknowledge the dust under the bed as she crawls under.
>Huddling in the corner with her knees drawn to her chest, the young Loud tries to make herself as small possible while struggling to muffle her whimpers.
>She watches the door in fear, counting the seconds to the end of her life.
>Ten minutes pass.
>Twenty.
>Her back starts to cramp, protesting the uncomfortable position she's in.
>She ignores it, refusing to move a millimeter, lest it give her away.
>After forty minutes of cowering, she holds back a cry when the door opens.
>Seeing Lincoln's socks, she relaxes a little.
>"Leni?" he whispers, kneeling down to peer under the bed.
>"It's, uh, safe to come out you know."
>"Where is she?" she whispers back, refusing to budge.
>"Luan came back in to help. They dragged her into the van, and Bobby took her for a ride."
>He looks out towards the hall, listening for any noise.
>"We're guessing you have an hour before she gets back to grab some stuff and settle down."
>He groans, rubbing his eyes.
>How did this happen?
>"You're...going to be staying with me for the time being."
>With a little help from her brother, Leni crawls out from under the bed, sneaking into her and Lori's room.
>Throwing a week's worth of clothes into an overnight bag, along with some magazines and make up, Leni collects the essentials while Lincoln fetches a sleeping bag.
>Leni sets up a small spot on his dresser to lay her clothes on when the front door slams.
>With a squeak, Leni ducks back under the bed.
>Lincoln quickly shoves her clothes back into the bag, kicking it under the bed and jumping onto the mattress, just as Lori pushes the door open.
>She stares down at him, her face an impassive mask.
>He stares back, sweating bullets.

>The two Louds stare silently at each other for a moment.
>Lori speaks first.
>"So. The game was...fun," she says calmly.
>"I-"
>"Shut. Your mouth. I know she's in here."
>Lincoln and Leni gulp.
>"And she can stay here, for all I care. Just make sure she understands to stay away from me for the time being."
>Without waiting for an answer or protest, the oldest Loud turns and leaves, closing the door behind her.
>A minute later, Leni crawls out from under the bed.
>The first thing she does is hug Lincoln on the bed.
>The second thing she does is cry.
>Leni does her best to respect Lori's demand.
>Whenever Lori enters the room, she immediately leaves.
>If she finds herself in a position where she's unable to flee, Leni just sits as still as possible and holds her breath until her sister leaves.
>To her credit, the older Loud doesn't go out of her way to antagonize her.
>She entirely ignores her, almost regarding her as little more than an ant cowering before a boot.
>She doesn't say a single word to Leni.
>Finally, after the most stressful week in her life, Lori sits down beside her on the couch, late Friday afternoon.
>"Mom and Dad are taking everyone up to see Aunt Ruth," she says, staring straight ahead.
>"Not you, and not Lincoln," she follows up, still not looking at her sister. "You're staying home."
>Lori takes a breath, then turns her head to look at Leni.
>Leni keeps her head down.
>"You can come back into our room. And when we get home, we...we can talk. Alright?"
>Leni nods, still silent.
>"Good."
>Lori gets up and walks out, as if nothing happened.

>Leni doesn't wave the family off as they leave in the morning.
>She spends the majority of the day holed up in her room, curled up in a ball on her bed.
>Aside from using the bathroom and grabbing her stuff from Lincoln's room, she makes up for lost time with the stuffed animals she left behind during her exodus.
>Lincoln manages to force her to eat a bit of dinner, but after that gives her her space.
>In the middle of the night, Leni's sleeping in her room, happy to have her space back.
>Both of them are, really.
>*Kramn*
>Leni shifts in her bed, mumbling softly as the rain starts to come down heavily.
>She settles back into her slumber.
>*KRRRRAAAGK*
>But not for long.
>Leni wakes with a start, her breath fast and shallow.
>She rips her blindfold off and clutches her temples, struggling to control her breathing.
>The only sounds in the room are the pelting of water outside and her whimpering.
>She looks across the room, finding the opposite bed empty.
>Then she remembers the previous week.
>A strangled sob escapes her mouth, just before another deafening peal of thunder racks the house.
>*CLU-TCHOOOM*
>Leni flees the room, cold panic powering her legs.
>She dashes down the hall, barreling through its minefield of obstacles.
>Her fractured mind is focused on only one objective.
>Find safety.
>And if last week were anything to go by, there's only one safe place in the entire house she could seek sanctuary.
>Pushing Lincoln's bedroom door open, Leni wastes no time slipping under the covers, clutching her confused brother as if her life depended on it.

Roll Initiative, a Prelude to Stormbringer.
~Fin~